

















NUMBER XLI. 





By ADAM FITZ-ADAM. 





To be continued every THURSDAY. 





Tuurspvay, Oéfober the 11th, 1753. 








Ge GY S the writers of the two following 
mes eer letters are of a fex for which I have 
¢ Oe — 
i? Sid the fincereft regard and veneration, 
\ as S Wee * F ' 
ys <5 Core I have made no delay in commit- 
OG ROO 

OAV ting them to the prefs; not doubt- 
ix) OSS ; 

7 $e S53 WES} al . ‘ . . . 
QS RZD ing that the evils they complain of 


will excite the attention of my readers. 


To Mr. Fitrz-ApDamM. 
S1R, 


I am avery hearty old maid of feventy-three; but 

1 have a parcel of impertinent nephews and neices, who, 
becaufe | have kept my good-humour, will needs have 
it that I have parted with fomething elfe. Pray, Mr. 
Fitz-Adam, 
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Fitz-Adam, be {6 kind as to tell thefe gracelefs relations 
of mine, that it is not impoflible for a woman to have 
two virtues at a time; and that fhe may be merry and 
CHASTE, as well as merry and wisz. But as I am 
always to be teazed upon this fubject, I have fome 
thoughts of renouncing my virginity, to fecure my good- 
hamour ; for I am afraid that by contending with them 
every day for what they fay I have loft, I fhall run the 
hazard of lofing in reality what they allow me to poffefs. 
I beg your advice in this critical affair, and am, 
SIR, 
Your moft humble fervant, 
PRuDENTIA Ho.LpFrAsr. 
In anfwer to Mifs Holdfaft, I fhall only fay, that if 
I was to be teazed out of my virginity, it fhould be by 
the moft impudent fellow living, fooner than by thefe 
undutiful relations. 
Mr. Firz-Apam, 
I AM a young woman of fafhion, and a great admirer 
_of a town life. But it hath been my misfortune, for 
thefe three months paft, to be condemned to the odious 
country, and the more odious diverfions of it. And 
this in compliance to an old-fafhioned aunt, who, ex- 
cepting her two daughters, and the company they keep, 
-is the moft odious thing of all. But it is not for the 
fake of abufing my friends, or of ridiculing the country, 
that I trouble you with this letter ; Ihave really efcaped 
fuch dangers in this retirement, that I mean it as a 
caution to my fex againft giving up the innocent amufe- 
ments of a town life, for the deftructive pleafures of 
woods and fhades. 
I wap hardly becn a week at my aunt’s, before I loft 
all the delicacy of quality ; and from the paleft com- 
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plexion in the world, and no appetite (the beft proofs 
of high birth, and of keeping good company) I began 
to look as rofy asa milkmaid, and to eat like a plough- 
boy. I fhall never forget ‘the awkward compliments 
that were made me upon thefe defects ; but a new mor- 
tification fucceeded, which removed me ftill farther from 
upper life, and had like to have killed me. I began ab- 
folutely, Mr. Fitz-Adam, to grow fat. What was to 
be done now? Why, I muft walk forfooth! I wonde- 
red they did not bid me fly ; for to a woman of condi- 
tion, who had never ftirred out of doors but in her chair, 
flying feemed as eafy as walking. But my difeafe was 
defperate, and fo muft be my cure: in fhort, they taught 
me how to walk, and in lefs than a week I verily be- 
lieve I had travelled a mile. 

Anp now I was teazed upon another account. My 
coufins, who were grown quite intimate with me,and whe 
were what they call neat girls, were perpetually finding 
fault with the loofenefs of my morning drefs. I really 
pitied their ignorance, but could hardly forbear laugh- 
ing when I faw them come down as prim to breakfaft, 
as if they were dreffed for vifitors. It was in vain for me 
to tell them that women of fafhion were above fuch re- 
gards ; I was again forced to comply, and to ftick pins 
in my clothes, as if drefiing for a drum. 

I am far from denying that air, exercife and neatnefs 
contributed to my health; but I remember with confu- 
fion the alteration they produced. I had lived in “the 
polite circle to the age of five-and-twenty without con- 
ceiving an idea of the other fex, any farther than what 
related to their ufe in public piaces, a treat upon the 
water, or a party at Brag. Tidecd the perpetual hurry 
of a town life puts all other things quite out of one’s 


head. 
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head. But idlenefs is the root of all evi!. In lefs than 
a fortnight my heart told me that I had paffiens as well 
as appetites. To deal plainly with you, Mr. Fitz-Adam, 
for want of fomething to do, I fell deferately in love. 
With thame I confefs it, I was caught | know not how : 
for my ruftic, though he paid me particular regards, 
and was a handfome fellow with a good eftate, had no 
one accomplifhment upon earth to recommend him to a 
woman of fafhion. His education had been at the uni- 
verfity, where he had purfued nothing but his Qudies. 
He knew nobody in town but people whom nobody 
knows ; had been at court but once ; detefted play, and 
had no ideas of routs and drums. His virtues (for my 
aunt and coufins were continually talking of them) 
reached no farther than a little charity to the poor; a 
vaft deal of what they call good-nature ; abundance of 
duty to the old lady his mother, and a ridiculous fond- 
nefs for a fifter, who was one of the plaineft women I 
ever faw. But in affairs of gallantry, or the fathions of 
the town, he was as ignorant as a Hottentot. He 
would fometimes, indeed, make a party with us at Whift 
for half-crowns, which he called deep play ; but as to 
fhuffiing, fuzzing, changing of feats, hints to a partner, 
fetting up honours without holding them, and the like, 
which are the effentials of the game, he was an abfolute 
ideot. He confidered cards, he faid, only as an amufe- 
ment, and was perfectly indifferent whether he won or 
loft. Yet in fpite of myfelf, and fo contemptible an 
animal, I was really in love with him. Nay, fo en- 
tirely did he poffefs me, that I contrived to be ill, and 
to keep my chamber three mornings together, to engage 
him alone. But would you think it, Mr. Fitz-Adam ? 


if he approached only to touch my hand, I had fuch 


frights 























No. 41. THE WORLD. 249 


frights and-fears about me, that I hardly knew where 
I was. I-trembled at every word: he fpoke to me ; and 
had he offered at thofe trifling liberties, which every 
fine gentleman is admitted to in town, and which the 
ftricteft modefty would only cry pith at, I verily believe 
I fhould have died. But his country education was the 
faving of my life. His intentions, I perceived, were to 
make a wife of me; a character, which of all charac- 
ters in the world I had the greateft averfion to; as, in 
all probability, it would connect me with the cares of 
a mother, and a thoufand ridiculous duties and affecti-. 
ons, that a well-bred woman has really no time for, 
Yet this deplorable creature I had certainly been, if he 
had not all of a fudden (for what reafon I know not, 
univfs he thinks it a crime for a lady to be a little witty 
upon the bible) taken a crotchet into his head of treating 
me likea ftranger. The man is moft evidently mad ; for 
inftead of direéting all his difcourfe to me as ufual, he is 
forever caballing with my youngeft coufin, and talking 
by the hour in praife of a country education, =. 
But, thanks to my ftars, there is a place called Lon- 
don ; where in a very few weeks, the bufinefs of play, 
and the amufements of polite life fhall cure me of my 
folly, and reftore me to my complexion. I fhall fly 
to the Brag-table as to an afylum .againft the paflions. 
It is there that love is never thought of. The men 
have no defigns, nor the women temptations. It puts 
me in mind of the ftate of innocence which our firft 
parents fell from: the fexes may meet naked, and 
not be afhamed, nor even know that they are naked. 
Ir would take up too much of your paper to enforce 
the advantages of pLay, by laying before you the evils 
it prevents. Scandal was never heard of at a card- 
table. 

















250 THE WORLD. No. 41, 


table. The queftion when we meet is not, who loft 


her honour laft night ? But who her money? We never 
go to church to ridicule the parfons, or ftay at home to 
be the plague of hufbands or fervants. In fhort, if wo- 
men would efcape the purfuits of men, the drudgery 
of wives, the cares of parents, and the plagues of home, 
their fecurity is PLAY. I know of nothing that can be 
faid againft it, but that it may poffibly lead to ill-nature, 
quarrels, cheating and ruin. 


I am, 
SIR, 
Your conftant reader, 
and moft bumble fervant, 


SoPHIA SHUFFLE, 
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